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1/31/21 
 
 

A Night Unlike Any Other 
 
 

Scene 1 
 

 
Andrew: (chanting the opening line of Psalm 118 while looking up with arms 
widespread, shortly after Jesus and three disciples leave them) “Give thanks to the 
Lord, for he is good, his love is everlasting.”  
 
Philip: (seated, briefly covering his ears, interrupting) “Hey, Andrew! Enough’s 
enough! We chanted all the way up here! I need some rest—it’s been a long day.”  
 
Andrew: “Oh, all right. But, I’m still on a high. It’s been the most marvelous Passover 
I’ve ever had! My cup overflows!” 
 
Philip: “Oh, so that’s what’s got into you! Not even a sip of wine for weeks, and 
tonight we had four cups! You’re drunk . . .” 
 
Andrew: “No way! At least not on wine. I’m still feeling the love from Jesus. It just 
poured out of him in the Upper Room. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel it, too, Philip?” 
 
Philip: (thinking, then nodding) “Yes, you’re right there. I’ll admit that when we 
were around the supper table, the wonder of Passover really came home to me. 
Better even than the first time I was the child who got to ask why this night is 
different from all other nights.” 
 
Andrew: “How do you mean?” 
 
Philip: “Well, when my father answered, he was only reciting the words of the 
Haggadah scroll. But, when Jesus was telling the story of how our people came up 
out of slavery in Egypt, not reading from a scroll, I had a strange feeling he was 
describing what he had seen with his very own eyes. As if he’d been an eagle soaring 
near the Fiery Cloud in front of the Israelites, looking back at the chariots and 
bowmen in hot pursuit . . .”  
 
Andrew: “I agree! There’s no one who can tell a story like he does! Wouldn’t it be 
great if we could keep this feast together with Jesus here every year?” 
 
Simon the Zealot: “No.” 
 
Andrew: “No?” 
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Simon the Zealot: “No! . . . Don’t you see what cowards it makes of us? Instead of 
celebrating a triumph of our ancestors a thousand years ago, we ought to be 
focusing on how to bring about our own liberation. . .” 
 
Philip: “Oh, Simon, Passover is a tradition that binds our people together.  Can’t you 
try to be happy with the rest of us on a night like this?” 
 
Simon the Zealot: “I’ll never really be happy as long as we’re slaves to the Romans. 
Do you think our ancestors were happy in Egypt?” 
 
Philip: “Oh, and here I was hoping you’d conquered your inner demons. . . .  Next 
thing, you’ll be lashing out at our king as well as the Romans.” 
 
 Simon the Zealot: “And why shouldn’t I? You call Herod ‘our king’? That half-Jewish, 
adulterous tyrant, forced on us by Caesar? As for the Romans, those bloody pagans 
treat us like we’re the ungodly, uncivilized ones!” 
 
Andrew: “Calm down, Simon. Be reasonable for once! Our Maccabee ancestors 
revolted when foreign kings forced them to eat pork and bow to graven idols, but 
you can’t tell me the Romans have made us do anything like that.” 
 
Simon the Zealot: “Maybe a Roman soldier hasn’t conscripted you to carry his gear 
for a mile, but it’s happened to me, Andrew—and if he’d been alone, I would have 
run him through with my knife. . . I’m telling you, the Maccabees wouldn’t have put 
up with them.” 
 
Andrew: “Simon, we’ve all seen crosses by the side of the road, where the Romans 
have crucified men for rebelling. My blood runs cold when I think of such a fate.” 
  
Simon the Zealot: (making a dismissive gesture) “Then, you can stay a slave, 
Andrew, but I want my freedom, and I’m willing to die for it. All I’m waiting for is 
another Judas Maccabeus, to lead me in battle.” 
 
Thomas: (sarcastically, not addressing his comment to anyone in particular) “Yes! 
Blessed are they who make war, for the spoils of victory shall be theirs!” 
 
Simon the Zealot: “What??? What was that you said Thomas?” 
 
Thomas: “Oh, nothing. . . Once upon a time I thought I heard our Master say, ‘Blessed 
are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God!,’ but maybe you 
listen to a different teacher. . . Just watch your tongue with outsiders, my Zealot 
friend, or you too could wind up on a cross, like Andrew says!” 
 
Bartholomew:  “You’re right to be wary, Thomas, but I agree with Simon. We need 
another Judas Maccabeus to lead us in battle! Better still, the Messiah himself! He’ll 
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squash the Roman soldiers like so many bugs!” (walking around, making squashing 
motions with his feet) . . . “Then we’ll be free forever!” 
  
 
Thomas: “Oh? Should I take it that you don’t believe our leader, Jesus, is the 
Messiah— because he isn’t out there doing exactly that . . . ?”  
 
Bartholomew: (sighing, and pausing to put his thoughts in order) “I didn’t say that. 
We’ve seen his miracles—healing all the diseases and infirmities people come to 
him with—even raising the dead! . . . I was in the boat when he quieted the wind and  
waves, and I was there on the mountaintop when he multiplied the loaves and fishes 
right in front of the crowds. So—I do believe that he can do anything he sets his 
mind to. It’s just that I haven’t seen any sign he’s about to use his powers to free us 
from the Romans.”  
 
Simon the Zealot: “Well, I’ve been hoping and praying every day that he’s just biding 
his time—waiting for word from the Most High to get on with his main mission—
and that one of these days, he’ll throw off his cloak of meekness, and fulfill all those 
glorious prophecies of Scripture.” 
 
Bartholomew: “I’d drink to that with you, Simon, if we had anything up here to drink 
with! And now’s the right time for him to do it—since he’s made his triumphant 
entry into Jerusalem. Who’d dare make a public show like that, with people cheering 
him on, other than the Messiah coming to claim his kingship?”  
 
Andrew: “Yes! Glorious, wasn’t it? All along the way from Bethany they were tearing 
off palm branches and waving them.” (he moves around, making waving gestures) 
“And shedding their cloaks and throwing them down in his path. (gestures, then 
shouts) ‘Hosanna to the son of David!’”  
 
Matthew: “You don’t need to shout at us—we heard them too! And it was plain to 
the authorities who he was claiming to be—that’s why they were alarmed and tried 
to stop him. Remember what he said then—‘I tell you, if my disciples keep silent, 
even the stones will cry out!’. What could that have been but a confirmation? And 
they backed down!” 
 
Andrew: “Of course, we’ve known that he’s the Messiah, ever since Simon Peter 
called him that and he didn’t deny it. Still—maybe Bartholomew is on to something. 
Everything I’ve heard Jesus say, especially during those days on the mountaintop, 
when he described the people who are blessed, including peacemakers—Thomas 
was right, there—makes me wonder if he’ll ever lead us in battle. Is it possible he’s 
not the kind of Messiah that we’re expecting?”   
 
Jude Thaddeus: “You’re not making sense, Andrew. How could there be more than 
one kind of Messiah? Haven’t you read the prophecies that the Messiah will 
establish peace and rule from Zion? Besides, think of Jesus’ parables about reading 
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the signs of the times—looking at the budding of a fig tree, or feeling the wind blow 
in from the sea. Can’t you see those signs now?” 
 
Andrew: “I guess I can’t. What are you referring to?” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “Only three days ago we saw him cleanse the Temple of the 
merchants and moneychangers. He really laid into them! Boy, were the chief priests 
furious! They make a lot of money from taxing those businesses, so they ordered out 
the Temple Guard. But he cowed even the guards with his words. What stronger 
sign could you ask for? I tell you, the rulers can see that Jesus has come to Jerusalem 
in power, to take charge of our nation.” 
 
Philip: (excitedly) “You’re right! Not only that, he’s had us tell everybody that the 
kingdom of God is at hand! I just know he’s going to be crowned our king, and soon! 
And when that happens, we’ll see the prophecies fulfilled—in will come caravans of 
camels laden with tribute!”  
 
Simon the Zealot: “To hell with the camels and the tribute! What matters is restoring 
the rule to Zion, with our own Messiah-King. I want to be free!” 
  
Jude Thaddeus: “I’m all for freedom too, but I’m not forgetting our promised reward. 
We’ll have our thrones in his kingdom—he said so himself . . .” 
 
(everyone looks at him in silence) 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “Why are you all looking at me that way? Don’t tell me you haven’t 
been thinking about your own thrones, and your crowns too . . .” 
 
Thomas: “You really believe that stuff Jude? It was just another nice little story. 
What would the likes of us do on a throne? Now, if he’d promised Peter a new 
fishing boat to replace that old hulk he’s pieced together with scraps of wood, that 
would have been something you could believe in.”  
 
Jude Thaddeus: “Is there nothing you don’t doubt, Thomas? I don’t know why the 
Lord puts up with you. . . Well, I think I’ve earned my reward after three bloody-
hard years of tramping up and down, back and forth, all across the country—
sleeping on the ground, hungry, thirsty, mocked, spat upon, threatened . . . !” 
 
Matthew: “Jude—we didn’t leave everything behind and put up with those 
hardships because he promised us earthly riches.” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “You’re a fine one to talk, Matthew! You were a tax collector. You 
had a pretty cushy lifestyle, what with all the luxuries earned by extorting money 
from others. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t like to go around now with a fine gold crown 
on your head. . .” 
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Matthew: “You couldn’t be more wrong, Jude. I didn’t answer his call thinking to gain 
anything material. Weren’t you there when I told the group what happened the day 
Jesus appeared at the customs house? We all were so surprised we didn’t know 
what to do. Then, he pointed at me and said, ‘You! Follow me!’ I felt something piercing 
my chest and a hard rind around my heart cracking wide open. And I seemed to hear a 
voice in my head saying, ‘Although your sins have been as scarlet, I will make them 
white as wool!’ Without thinking, I just jumped up and followed him out the door. 
Right then and there I left my former way of life behind me—even the coins I was 
counting! All I want now is to follow the Master along the path of righteousness! . . . 
But, if it’s important to you to sit on a throne, Jude, I hope you get your wish!”     
 
Jude Thaddeus: “That’s not fair, Matthew. You’d been able to put away some of your 
ill-gotten gains before you quit your post. We saw that when we had a meal at your 
house. Your family is secure. Not so with the rest of us.” 
 
Bartholomew: “Jude is right! When we gave up our means of livelihood to follow the 
Master, others came forward and took our jobs. We’ve been surviving by begging 
our bread for three years—but that can’t go on forever, and we can’t go back to our 
former places. We need Jesus to establish his kingdom in order to assure our own 
future—with thrones and crowns or some other recompense that he can provide us 
as the King of Israel. It’s no more than our due.” 
 
Philip: “Well said, Bartholomew! Though it does make us sound mercenary—which 
really isn’t the case. I think all of us were attracted to Jesus because he spoke about 
the kingdom of God with authority, unlike the scribes and Pharisees—and we felt 
that by becoming his disciples, we could hasten the coming of that kingdom. Am I 
right?” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “Yes! But, just because we’re following him out of love for him 
doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t be practical about the future. Jesus himself said that 
a workman is worth his wages, and I think it’s high time we were paid.” 
 
Philip: “Peace! Peace be with all of you! Let’s leave it there, brothers. Tomorrow is soon 
enough to worry about our reward. Let’s settle down now. We need to be rested and 
ready to move on when Jesus comes back for us.” 
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Scene 2 
 

Jesus: (alone, standing and praying fervently, arms in the orans position) “Oh, Abba!  
. . . Abba!!! . . . Am I not your chosen Messiah? Who else could restore the rule to 
Israel. Who else bring your people peace and prosperity?  
 

“All things are possible for you, Abba. Would it not be better if I remained 
alive on earth to do your will here? Could you not try that course, so that the bitter 
cup might pass . . . ? 

 
(Jesus pauses before continuing) “Oh, Abba, where are you? . . . You have 

always been in me and I in you—from before all ages. How is it that my spirit feels 
alone now? . . . Abba, are you listening . . . ?”  

 
(Jesus groans and kneels in prayer, head down.) 
 
Satan: (coming out from behind the cave with his human-faced mask on, he sees 
Jesus and walks over to him) “Shalom! A good evening to you, sir!“(making a 
perfunctory bow) “If you are Jesus the Nazorean, sir, you are the man I am seeking. 
Your mother sent me out searching for you, fearing that you are in danger tonight.” 
 
(Jesus remains kneeling and takes no note of him until much later.) 
 
Satan: (bending low to speak to him insistently)  “Sir—did you not hear me? I come 
here as your friend, on your mother’s behalf. She would be heartbroken to hear your 
groanings.” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: (resuming his standing position, and spreading his hands out at his sides) 
(slyly) “Of course, I know the cause of your sore distress. You entered the city at the 
beginning of the week with such high hopes, flush with Messianic pretensions. Ah—
just the latest of many would-be Messiahs who have come and gone over the years.” 
 
(Jesus says nothing) 
 
Satan: (boastingly)  “I’ve watched them all—even encouraged a few of them, just to 
stir the pot a little.” (making a stirring gesture)  “Oh, I commend you for your 
hutzpah in staging that royal entry into the City this week!” (mockingly, bending low 
with a sweep of his arm) “‘Hosanna to the Son of David!’” (pauses and straightens up) 
“But, you didn’t fool me—I knew very well what was going on.”  
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(Jesus says nothing.)  
 

Satan: (waiting until it is clear Jesus will not respond) “You’d spent three trying 
years as a vagabond, self-anointed rabbi. Nights without a place to lay your head, 
traveling on an empty stomach, being turned out of synagogues—and even driven 
from your own native town!” (mockingly) “How ignominious. . . .” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “But here, you’ve accepted the cheers of the people as their Messiah—
knowing very well what they are expecting . . . So, then, ‘David’s royal son’—the time 
has come to show the strength of your arm!” The Zealots are only waiting your word 
to launch their revolt against the Romans. . . .” 
 
(Jesus says nothing) 
 
Satan: (bending down to Jesus again) “Perhaps you fear that the rabble following 
you is not trained in arms? Well, then, just call upon a legion of angels—two if 
necessary—and slaughter the Romans while they sleep tonight! Is that not what The 
Other had his angels do to the first born of Egypt on the night of the Passover? . . . 
When they see your angels, the people will surely acclaim you as their Messiah! No 
more doubts! You’ll be their king for life!” 
 
Satan: (in a  gleeful aside to the audience) “And it would work greatly to my benefit 
because I thrive on the passions and carnage of war! It adds many souls to my 
kingdom! . . .”  
 
Satan: (coming around behind Jesus and bending down so that his head is near that 
of Jesus) (forcefully) “You must act now—or everyone will see you’re a fraud! All your 
followers will desert you! Your life will have been in vain.” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: (standing up again) (in a wheedling tone) “Not moved? Have you have no 
compunction about breaking the promises you made to those who have given up 
everything to follow you? . . . I have passed unseen through the ranks of your 
disciples, listening for what is on their minds—and I can tell you this: it is your 
coming as the great warrior king to free Israel—with thrones and crowns as their 
reward!” 
 
(Jesus says nothing) 
 
Satan: “You can’t answer me, can you, sir? You have nothing hidden under that 
threadbare tunic, have you? (mockingly) No crowns up your sleeve?—Not today, 
anyway. . . Well, you do not have to answer to me for your failings, but they will 
never forgive you for deceiving them.”  
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(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: (with great force and sarcasm, walking around in triumph and pointing at  
Jesus) “Oh, let me guess—you are counting on your ‘Abba’ to give your companions 
their reward, aren’t you? What a phony! If you were the real Messiah, you would be 
bending all your strength to assume the kingship!”  
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “Up till now, a rabble has been following you out of a desire for free meals of 
bread and fish, or a foolish hope for a share in your phantom kingdom. But now, 
everything is about to fall through! Your castle built on sand is collapsing! . . .  If you 
will not stand and fight, you had better abandon your disciples and flee for your life 
back to Nazareth this very night. . . .” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “Well, you can’t just stay there kneeling in prayer like a lost child. You must 
see that your hope to rule over Israel is doomed—at least without my help.”  
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “In the desert, I offered you all the kingdoms of the world, if you would but 
bow down and serve me, and you impetuously brushed off my offer as if the riches 
and pleasures and power of this world were of no more import to you than motes of 
dust. . .  Obviously, I’m not going to make you the same generous offer this time 
around. But even now, I am willing to make you into a successful Messiah, one who 
answers to me. By now, I think you have realized that I am the Prince of This World, 
and as such, I have the power to set you up as King of the Jews and enable you to 
defeat the Romans. Think of it!—With peace and prosperity, all the people will bow 
down and serve you! What glory would be yours!”  
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “Face it—you came not to serve, but to reform men according to your own 
ideas—a drastic reshaping at that, one contrary to their natural instincts. You 
humans are merely animals, and the survival of your species depends upon the 
strong preying on the weak, and procreating without restraint. You went directly 
against their animal nature when you announced a set of very different aspirations 
for them. ‘Blessed are the poor in spirit,’ you told them. ‘Blessed are the meek, the 
merciful, the peacemakers’—and so on and so forth, ad nauseam.” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
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Satan: “Of course, only a dreamer would think like that—weaklings don’t survive for 
long in the world. But, if that’s your vision, why then, I’m willing to help you have a 
go at reshaping your people by force. You can forget about your absent ‘Abba.’ The 
only way you can satisfy even your little band of disciples is by throwing in your lot 
with me. Why, I have more crowns than I can count to offer you—taken from the 
heads of kings who have descended to my kingdom. If your men appeared in public 
tomorrow, in gold crowns, even the high priests would be envious of them!—And, of 
course, your own crown would be more magnificent than Herod’s! Seeing you, the 
crowd would call out: ‘Blessings, honor, glory and power be unto you, King of the 
Jews!’” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “I have it all planned. If you agree now to cooperate, I will go straight away to 
Caiaphas, the High Priest, and assure him that you are with me. Then, tomorrow, 
you will appear before the Sanhedrin and renounce any Messianic pretenses, 
explaining that your words were badly misinterpreted. Once I’ve gotten the 
religious authorities to accept you, I will go about arranging your kingship. You 
know that Herod is feared by his own children—he put to death some of them that I 
pointed out as potential rivals. I will have no trouble getting the current eldest son 
to poison him, opening the way for you!” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “Now, as for the Romans, Pilate can be bribed. He has no wealth of his own, 
and I have no shortage of gold coins. Also, I will make sure a mob appears at his 
doorstep every morning demanding that he petition Rome to make you their king. 
Think of it, my friend—‘Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews.’ A title many men have 
died for.  And I am offering it to you on a silver platter! With my help, generations to 
come will consider you greater than King David! Why, instead of being called 
‘David’s son,’ you’ll be called ‘David’s lord!’” 
 
(Jesus says nothing. He holds his hands over his ears again and bows his head.) 
 
Satan: “Well, speak! . . .That kingship is what you’re after—what you need, isn’t it? 
For years you’ve been attempting to persuade people to act as you say they should, 
with your charming little parables—and they haven’t cooperated, have they? . . . I 
can assure you, they will when you are their king, for fear of having their heads 
chopped off.” 
 
(Jesus says nothing.)  
 
Satan: “And, I swear that all this will all come to pass as I say, if you will bow down to 
me now to evidence your allegiance.”  
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Jesus: (slowly standing, facing Satan, and speaking forcefully) “No, I see through you, 
Father of Lies! Such a brilliant mind put to such evil use—first suborning treason 
among your fellow angels, and then seeking the ruin of the human race! You have 
led many to sin by your forked tongue. Not me! I reject you, Satan, and all your empty 
promises and evil works!” 
 
Satan: (surprised) “What? You scorn me again?” (Satan turns and rotates his mask so 
that his diabolical face now shows; he makes an impressive show of opening his 
wings as if to cow Jesus; when Jesus doesn’t show any reaction, Satan continues, 
shouting, in a rage) “How dare you defy me, you disgusting, hairless little animal! You 
had better not trifle with me—I am an immortal spirit!!!”  
 
Jesus: (unimpressed) “Humans have an immortal spirit too.” 
 
Satan: “You have an immortal spirit, do you? A miniscule dot, a candle compared to 
my sun! And yours is trapped in putrefying flesh with an animal brain!” 
 
Jesus: “Still, humans are loved by my Father and they have a destiny superior to 
yours! One day, they will enjoy the Beatific Vision and eternal happiness with the 
Most High. You, in your overweening pride, foreswore that end—the very purpose 
for which you were created—when you rebelled against your Creator.” 
 
Satan: (furious) “I have no need of him or his visions. I have a kingdom of my own!” 
 
Jesus: “Yes, you do. Gehenna, where the fire always burns and the worms never die! 
Now, enough of your temptations!” (pointing away) “Begone, Satan!”  
 
Satan: (giving a loud hiss) “I have not finished with you!” (Flapping his wings, he 
retreats behind the half-shell cave)  
 
Jesus: (sinks to his knees, and prays) “Abba, without you, I am exhausted. . . . I beg 
you, strengthen my human nature! Deliver me from evil when he returns!”  
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Scene 3 
 

 
James: (to Peter, who is sitting somewhat apart, head down) “You’ve been awfully 
quiet since Jesus left us, Peter, but you don’t look like you’re praying. What’re you 
thinking about?” 
 
Peter: “My head’s so crammed with thoughts I can’t work them out. Like a net that’s 
so full of fish I can’t drag it in to shore.” 
 
James: “Such as?” 
 
Peter: “Well, I really don’t want to talk about this . . . but . . . I’m still shaken by what 
Our Master said at the Supper about being betrayed by one of us. And it being better 
for that man if he had never been born.” 
 
John: “Peter, I told you he indicated to me it wasn’t you.” 
 
Peter: “Yes, I know, but I keep thinking about the time he called me a ‘Satan.’ Who’d 
be more likely to betray him than a Satan?” 
 
John: “If he thought you were going to betray him, he wouldn’t have made you his 
second in command, would he? Do I have to tell you again?—He showed me who’s 
the real Satan among us—it’s our untrustworthy purser.” 
 
Peter: “Forgive me, John, but he said, in the presence of everyone at the supper, that 
I would deny him three times before the cock crowed. Wouldn’t denying him be a 
betrayal?” 
 
John: “I hear what you’re saying, Peter, and I can’t dispute that, but he evidently 
thought that your denial would be less grievous than whatever Judas Iscariot is up 
to—and, unlike Judas, you will repent. Don’t you remember, he said that when you 
turn back, you must strengthen your brothers?” 
 
Peter: Well, I’ll do my best never to deny him, so I won’t be needing to repent. See—
if anyone comes after Our Master, I’ll defend him with my life!” (at this, he pulls out a 
short sword from under his cloak)     
 
James: “What do you think you could do with one little sword, Peter? Hold off a 
Roman cohort? Or even the Temple Guard?” 
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Peter: (indignantly) “Why not? Samson slew a thousand Philistines—all with the 
jawbone of an ass! The Lord’s Father will send me whatever help I need to keep his 
son safe. I’ll cut ‘em down at the knees!” (makes a mowing motion with his sword, 
then puts it away) 
 
James: (in exasperation) “Peter, Peter, Peter—whatever is the Lord going to do with 
you? You don’t seem to have learned anything from his teachings about the meek 
being blessed, and turning the other cheek. ” 
 
Peter:  “They don’t apply when it comes to defending all that‘s holy, do they? There’ll 
be time enough for meekness after the Messiah establishes his kingdom!” 
 
John: “Peace be with both of you! On this night of all nights, let’s not have a quarrel!” 
 
Peter: “Oh, all right. I guess it’s enough for now, while I’m trying to understand the 
last part of the evening. Our Master conducted some strange ritual that’s supposed 
to replace our Passover Seder. I was so upset by that time, that I wasn’t paying 
enough attention when He had us take more bread and wine, as if we hadn’t already 
had a meal. I’m sure I missed something.” 
 
James: “John, what do you think?—you often seem to understand what the Lord has 
in mind better than the rest of us. Tell us what you think that was all about.”    
 
John: “I’ll try. Do the two of you remember a few months ago, when he was speaking 
to a large group of disciples about how our ancestors ate manna in the desert but 
they died—while if we ate the food he was going to give us, we would never die?” 
 
(they both nod) 
 
John: “Next, he told them he would be giving us his own flesh and blood to eat. And 
that these would be real food and drink.” 
 
Peter: “Yeah—and what a commotion that caused! A lot of them just threw up their 
hands, got up and left, convinced he was crazy—and I’ve never seen them since. I 
admit, I might have gone with them, if I didn’t know for sure that he is the Messiah.” 
 
James: “I think they might have accepted it, if only he had used different words—if   
he had said that the food he would give would be like his flesh and blood. But that’s 
not what he said. . . As I recall it, he even used the word ‘gnaw’ with regard to eating 
his flesh, which made it clear he wasn’t just talking about it in a symbolic way. To be 
fair to them, maybe they were scandalized at the thought of drinking life-blood, 
which the Torah forbids us from doing.” 
 
John: “Well, that’s what the ceremony we’ve just been through was all about—he 
said that by the words he had spoken over the bread and wine, he had transformed 
them into his body and blood. So, brothers, that is to be our food for eternal life!” 
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Peter: (dubiously) “Are you sure? They weren’t changed so I could see it. The bread 
and wine looked the same to me—and they tasted the same.” 
 
John: “Yes, and that’s a good thing too! Would you have eaten it, if the bread had 
turned into a hunk of raw flesh, like a soldier’s hacked off arm, lying on the 
battlefield? Or would you have swallowed the wine, if it had looked and tasted like 
the blood of an animal?” 
 
Peter: (recoiling in disgust) “No! Never! . . . Still . . .” 
 
John: “Peter, you have to have faith in his word. He’s absolute Truth, isn’t he? So 
whatever he says, is true. You do believe that, don’t you?” 
 
Peter: “Yes, but . . .” 
  
John: (interrupting Peter) “No buts! . . . When we celebrate as he showed us, and we 
eat his flesh and drink his blood in memory of him, we’ll be receiving him in a 
mysterious way.” 
 
Peter: “That’s crazy! I just don’t see how it can happen. . . Oh! Oh! . . . Do you think that 
was what he meant about my denying him? Have I already slipped and done what he 
warned me about?” 
 
John: “I don’t know, Peter. I guess we’ll find out by tomorrow morning.”  
  
James: “If I can change the subject, there’s something really bothering me. At the 
Supper, Jesus made it sound like he was taking his final leave of us and going to his 
Father. I even had the thought that he was going to walk out the door and be taken 
up to heaven like Elijah. But no, the next thing I knew, he was leading us all up here 
on the Mount of Olives. So far, no flaming chariot for him here either. . . I just can’t 
believe he’s going to leave us, not at the very moment when everything’s set for him 
to declare openly that he’s the Messiah!” 
 
Peter: “That’s right! He’s put in too much hard work—and we have too—getting to 
this point in spreading his message. And now’s the time! Our people from all over 
the world are here for the festival. He’s got to follow through and use his powers to 
remove any remaining doubt about who he is.”  
 
James: “And I have an idea I’ve been nurturing about how he’s going to do it.” 
 
Peter: “Well, don’t keep it a secret from us any longer.” 
 
James: “I’ve tried to remember certain odd words of his as best as I could. Once upon 
a time, I think he said: ‘I’ve come to set the earth on fire, and how I wish it were 
already blazing.’” 
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Peter: “That sounds about right to me. I didn’t understand him then, and now that I 
hear you speak his words again, I still don’t. Surely he doesn’t want us to go around 
with firebrands setting buildings on fire, does he?” 
James: “No, of course, not. Instead, recall the Prophet Elijah calling down fire from 
heaven in his contest with the priests of Baal, to prove that our God is the only God. 
So, I think that on the Temple Mount, with all the chief priests and Pharisees 
watching—maybe even the Roman officials looking down from their fortress—he’s 
going to call down fire. And it’s going to burn without fuel, like the bush Moses saw 
in the desert—and be always there, an eternal flame, so no one in later times can 
disbelieve it by saying it happened before his time. What do you think—wouldn’t 
that establish beyond any doubt that our leader is the Messiah?” 
 
(they pause to hear John’s concurrence, which doesn’t come) 
 
James: “I gather from your silence that you disagree, John?” 
 
John: “I wish to heaven I could agree with the two of you, that the time for Jesus to 
come in power is at hand. But, I can’t. And, I can hardly bear to think of him leaving 
us, but that’s what I feel is about to happen.” 
 
Peter: “For heaven’s sake, he knows us better than to leave us on our own! As you 
said, he’s appointed me to be the leader in his absence, but I know my shortcomings. 
I’m fit to captain a fishing boat, but that’s about it! I’d have no idea of what to do 
next, if he up and disappeared.” 
 
John: “I’m sure he knows all our limitations, Peter, and he’s told us he won’t leave us 
orphans. He said he’ll send the Holy Spirit to guide and strengthen us always. 
Besides, haven’t you heard him say many times: ‘Fear is useless—faith is what is 
required’?”    
 
James: “John, that’s enough for tonight. Suddenly, I’m feeling very tired, and I’d like 
to pray before I fall asleep.” (they kneel to pray briefly and then lie down) 
 
(as they are sleeping, Jesus appears, calling out their names, Simon, James and John, 
as he slowly comes to them) 
   
John: (rising) “Lord, you don’t look well. Is there something we can do for you?” 
 
Jesus: “Yes. Stay awake! Pray! Be on your guard!” 
 
James: “Who should we be on guard for?” 
 
Jesus: “For the Evil One. He is coming again to tempt me, but he will sift you too, unless 
you pray that he passes you by.” 
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James: “Master, you’ve always been able to cast out his minions from people who were 
possessed. Surely, you have power over him as well—what is there to fear from him?” 
 
Jesus: “I am all alone now. . . My Father has withdrawn into his bosom his strength 
from my arms and his Spirit from my mind. Close before me is a pit dug by the Evil One, 
where light cannot penetrate. Pray that I do not fall into it and abandon the work my 
Father has set out for me.” (at this he turns and starts to walk slowly away, calling 
out over his shoulder) “Watch, and pray!” 
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Scene 4 
 
Jesus: (alone, praying fervently on his knees, arms raised to heaven): “Father,  I beg 
you—consider the sacrifice you ask of me. How many would never hear of it? Of 
those who did, how many would be indifferent, even among your own people? 
 

“You know how stiff-necked and hard of heart they are. No sooner had you 
freed them from slavery in Egypt than they fashioned a golden calf, and acclaimed it 
as their god! Are their descendants any better? Have they not corrupted the 
priesthood and the worship at your Temple? My human nature says that this people 
does not deserve my sacrifice—and will ignore it! 

 
“Oh Father, I feel the fires of Hell close by! A multitude of sins, like a cloud of 

cinders, are blanketing me. Their ashes are bitter in my mouth. . . . The Evil One has 
come to sift me again. I beg you, deliver me from his temptations!“ 

 
Satan: (enters and says sarcastically) “On your knees again? Stay that way—your 
servile posture befits my presence. . .”  
 
Jesus: (slowly standing up) “Have you forgotten so soon that I rejected you?” 
 
Satan: “No—but you still fascinate me. We first met in the desert, where I tried you 
and found you wanting in the balance.” 
 
Jesus: “Oh? What balance was that?” 
 
Satan: “Why, the balance of truth and falsehood! . . . You are a counterfeit! An 
imposter! You tricked my minions into addressing you as ‘Son of the Most High,’ but 
you never had the powers you were claiming. Now, your luck has run out, and I am 
going to relish seeing the authorities put a stop to your escapades!” 
 
Jesus: “My Father has foreseen all that will befall me. It is part of his grand plan.”  
 
Satan: “Don’t delude yourself! The one you call ‘Father’ is neither all-knowing nor 
all-powerful. Why, not only can he not do away with me—he has even acquiesced in 
my rule of the Netherworld, sending me souls to torment eternally!” 
 
Jesus: “Only those souls who knowingly reject my kingdom.” 
 
Satan: (mockingly) “Your pipedream kingdom? Come tomorrow, unless I assist you, 
you will be exposed as just another pretend Messiah. And, once they see that, the 
rabble will turn against you, and demand your life!” 
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Jesus: “The people are greatly mistaken in their notions about the Messiah.” 
 
Satan: “Are you saying that Scripture is false?”  
  
Jesus: “Not at all!—They look at the wrong verses. Their minds are fixed on earthly 
riches, instead of on the spiritual ones of my kingdom.”  
 
Satan: “Stop hallucinating! You’ll never be king here!” 
 
Jesus: “I never sought to be king here!”  
 
Satan: (looks at him in surprise) “No?” 
 
Jesus: “No!—My kingdom is not of this world. . . .” 
 
Satan: (gestures to show his amusement) “If you had let your little group of Galilean 
bumpkins in on that secret, they never would have left their boats to follow you. Of 
course, this is just another fantasy of yours.—The only kingdom not of this world is 
the Netherworld, which is my kingdom.” 
 
Jesus: “Oh? Were you not expelled from my Father’s kingdom when you rebelled? 
That is my kingdom too. Everything my Father has is mine!” 
 
Satan: (turning to the audience, for a stage whisper) “Not just a Messiah-complex, 
but delusions of divinity! I might be able to use him in my plans after all.” (turning 
back to Jesus) “You know, I am beginning to see some promise in you, despite my 
harsh words. It sounds like you have a more independent spirit than I have given 
you credit for. Perhaps you are aspiring to be something more than a mere mortal?” 
 
Jesus: “Time will tell.” 
 
Satan: “Then, as your friend, let me warn you that present circumstances are such 
that, if you remain in Jerusalem, you’re sure to be stoned. But, I can help you live out 
your dream elsewhere! I can pick you up right now and deposit you in any city in the 
world you would like. . .” 
 
Jesus: “I will spend the rest of my life in this holy city.” 
 
Satan: “That would be foolhardy. Athens would be good for you—you’d fit in well 
there, with your magic tricks. No doubt you’d even get some of them to worship you! 
Think of the vestal virgins there in the temple of Zeus for you to ravish! Why, you 
could be both a god and a satyr!!! What more could any man ask for in this life?” 
 
Jesus: “Holiness.” 
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Satan: (pulling back, hissing and shaking his head) “Oh, no! You’ must give up that 
quaint obsession, if I am to help you. You have too much holiness already! I detest 
the smell of it! . . . Now, if you need a further reason to accept my offer, think of 
this—by removing you from the scene here without a trace, I would make it possible 
for your disciples to continue undisturbed in their illusion that you are the Messiah.” 
 
Jesus: “What do you mean?” 
 
Satan: “No doubt, they would assume you were taken to heaven directly, like Elijah. 
A perfect outcome, is it not?—they being spared humiliation of seeing you fall, and 
you being spared public disgrace, not to mention the pain of being put to death?” 
 
Jesus: “That is not what my Father has planned for me.” 
 
Satan: “You know his plans, do you?” 
 
Jesus: “Yes I do, and you can trust me, Satan: I speak only the Truth.” 
 
Satan: “That’s not saying much. There’s your truth, and my truth. This one’s truth, and 
that one’s truth. Everyone who isn’t under the control of The Other is free to make up 
his own truth, or many truths, about anything and everything—and I encourage them 
to do so, as it shows the concept of ‘truth’ has no universal meaning. It’s all just a 
matter of how one chooses to feel about something. . . .“ 
 
Jesus: “How wrong you are! ‘Truth’ does not depend on any man’s feelings or beliefs or 
understanding. And I tell you truly, that heaven and earth will pass away before my 
words do.”  
 
Satan: “Ridiculous! Your so-called truth, that you’ve spent three years futilely trying 
to make people accept, will be the subject of jests tomorrow. And it will be forgotten 
along with you before the dogs have finished gnawing your unburied bones, if you 
stay here. . . You would be out of your mind not to accept my generous offer to 
rescue you from your predicament and set you up as a god in Greece!” 
 
Jesus: “That is not what my Father wishes.” 
 
Satan: “Father, Father, Father!—You keep coming back to him. Have you no free 
will? You are old enough to make your own decisions!” 
 
Jesus: “My free will has always been to conform my own actions to his will.” 
 
Satan: “Well, if it has been his will to have you trudge around the country for three 
years, begging a cup of water from a Samaritan woman here, and filling your empty 
stomach there by pulling off heads of grain as you pass through a field, I would say 
you need to find a new father. Yours has given you a snake instead of a fish, and a 
scorpion instead of an egg. By your own words, is that not the opposite of ‘good’?” 
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Jesus: “You are wasting your time tempting me, Satan. You will serve my Father before 
I serve you!” 
Satan: “You fool! There is no escaping me! You will fall into my clutches tomorrow 
when they kill you—and since you have scorned me, your torments will never end!”  
 
Jesus: “Amen, amen! I say to you that the day is coming soon when death will lose its 
sting. Those in the Netherworld who did not bend their knee to you on earth will again 
see the light!” 
 
Satan: “That’s absurd! I brought death into the world with your very first ancestors, 
and in the eons since, no one has ever escaped the Netherworld. It is my kingdom 
and my proudest achievement—confounding the plan of The Other for you 
wretched creatures to have eternal life.” 
 
Jesus: “My Father cannot be defeated by one of his creatures, which is all you are. He 
loves mankind, and he is about to create a path to eternal life for them.” 
 
Satan: “He loves mankind, does he? Have you never read the dozens of passages in 
Scripture about The Other punishing mankind? What about the flood he sent over 
the whole earth, which only Noah and his family survived? Or the fire and brimstone 
which he rained down on Sodom?” 
 
Jesus: “They were just punishments of people you had corrupted.” 
 
Satan: “Oh, he not only punishes—he kills wantonly. He had your people slaughter 
the inhabitants, the true owners, of the lands of Israel—men, women and children. 
Face facts—The Other is as bloodthirsty a god as any of my Baals.” 
 
Jesus: “They worshipped the false gods you set before them. But, I tell you, a new age 
is dawning. The whole human race will be redeemed from Adam’s sin of disobedience. 
To bring that about, I will offer my life as a sacrifice to my Father.” 
  
Satan: “Your life as a sacrifice?” (Satan turns to the audience for a stage whisper)  
“Offhand, I would say that’s wonderful!—I love to see humans sacrificed! I 
encourage the practice everywhere I go!—But, if that is his plan, something tells me 
there is great danger in it for me. I had better dissuade him . . .”(turning back to 
Jesus) “I thought you Jews were against human sacrifice. Does not your Torah call it 
idolatrous? How could you do such a thing, or your Father be pleased by it?” 
 
Jesus: “To show how much My Father loves mankind, he is willing to give up his only 
begotten son to death. My sacrifice will meet the needs of divine justice, and open the 
gate to divine mercy.” 
 
Satan: “Oh, no! In your Torah, The Other has laid down specific prescriptions for 
holocausts—not that there are enough bullocks and sheep and goats in all the world 
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to make atonement even for the sins of your generation! And a thousand temple 
altars would be needed!” 
 
Jesus: “My Father no longer desires such offerings.” 
 
Satan: “I doubt that—if anything, he has finally realized he isn’t going to get them. . . 
Especially after you drove the merchants with their sacrificial animals away from 
the Temple. What an untimely gesture on your part—just before the Passover! Very 
inconsiderate of those who had come to fulfill the prescripts of the Law.” 
 
Jesus: “Listen to me Satan, and understand me for once.—All that my Father desires 
from men is willing obedience! That is exactly what you refused him and persuaded my 
first ancestors to withhold. At this very moment, he is waiting for the one who has 
come to do his will.” 
 
Satan: (incredulously) “And, you’re that one? You, the barefoot, wandering rabbi from 
the benighted little town of Nazareth?” 
  
Jesus: (simply) “Yes.” 
 
Satan: (still incredulous) “And The Other wants you to lay down your life to atone 
for sins? Not just your own sins—which might be understandable—but every sin 
ever committed by this people from the beginning of the world?” 
 
Jesus: (calmly) “Yes—and not just sins of this people, but of every people.” 
 
Satan: (growling and flapping his arms like wings) “What colossal arrogance you 
show in even imagining you could do so! Why, it’s . . . it’s positively blasphemous!“ 
 
Jesus: “Your indignation rings hollow, Satan, since you are the font of blasphemy!” 
 
Satan: “I meant it as a compliment. . .” 
 
(Jesus says nothing) 
 
Satan: “Moses commanded an eye for an eye and a life for a life. Giving up your life for 
your own offenses would be foolish enough. But you could not begin to atone for 
others’ sins without being restored to life and killed again a million times over.” 
 
Jesus: “All I can offer is to die once for all. It is up to my Father whether to accept that 
as sufficient.” 
  
Satan: “He’d have no reason to accept such a trivial offering. Do you have any idea of 
how many offenses mankind has committed from Adam’s time to now?” 
 
Jesus: (mildly) “I think I do.” 
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Satan: “And I think you do not!” (he brings forth a glittering disco-globe, like one in 
the ceiling of a dance floor; a light should play on it) “Here, look deeply into this, and I 
will show you all the murders which have taken place on earth in the years since Cain 
killed his brother Abel. A goodly number, if I say so myself.” (Satan spins the globe and 
says gleefully) “Clubbing, stabbing, decapitation, strangulation, poisoning, burning, 
hanging, drowning, piercing, impalement . . .” (after a moment, Jesus looks away) 
“And that’s not counting all those slain in wars and genocide. I will show you those 
now.” (spins the globe) 
 
Satan: “You—who reek of holiness—can you really take this sin upon yourself? Or this 
one? Or this one?” 
 
Jesus looks at first, then turns away but remains silent. 
 
Satan: “Come now! There’s more. Don’t avert your eyes! How can you sacrifice 
yourself for something you are not even aware of? . . . What other type of brutality 
by your fellow mortals would you like to see?” (spinning the globe again) “Rape? 
Abortion? Child sacrifice to idols?”  
 
Jesus says nothing. 
 
Satan: (speaking in a calmly reasoning voice) “I know that The Other detests such 
acts as much as they please me. Surely, you are not going to offer a sacrifice for 
those who perpetrated them, are you? What an affront to divine justice that would 
be—I say, leave them to me in my kingdom!” 
 
Jesus: “Unlike you, Satan, many of them sinned without being fully aware of what 
they were doing. I will pray to my Father for them too.” 
 
Satan: “Do you really expect them to be grateful to you? Did you not heal a group of 
ten men of their leprosy one day? And how many returned to give thanks? Only one! 
I tell you, you are wasting your time attempting to call down mercy for mankind. Your 
whole race is not worth a drop of it, if you ask me.” 
 
Jesus: “I would never ask you—and those who are my followers will bless me for what I 
am doing.”  
 
Satan: “Your followers?  When they stray, they will be even more despicable and 
undeserving of mercy than the others because they will know what you expect of them 
from your teachings! They will deserve even greater punishments!” (Satan proffers the 
globe again) “Here! Perhaps you can see sins of any followers you might have through 
the ages to come.” (spins globe) 
 
Jesus: (after staring into the globe, groans loudly) “Father! No! No!!!” (Jesus sinks to 
his knees—and out of sight of the audience, smears some fake blood on his face) 
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Satan: “All of your followers will sin, will they not? Even commit sins in your name? 
What a bitter, fruitless outcome of your sacrifice! For the last time, I say, give up your 
foolhardy plan to offer yourself as an oblation, and let me help you live out your 
mortal life like a god in Greece . . .” 
 
Jesus: (slowly raising his head to look at Satan) “You will be greatly surprised by the 
future, Satan. It is your dreams that will have a bitter, fruitless outcome. Now, 
begone!” 
 
(Satan again exits with a hiss, flapping his wings) 
 
(Jesus totters out of the grotto and goes up to where Peter, James and John are) 

 
Jesus: (he shakes Peter’s shoulder as he speaks to the three disciples, who are 
dozing while sitting up, heads on their drawn up knees) “Wake up! How is it I find 
you asleep again? Could you not keep watch with me for one hour? Did I not warn 
you to be on your guard?”  
 
(The three slowly become awake, look up at him questioningly, and see his 
bloodstained face) 
 
John: “Lord!—What has happened to you?” (he springs up and takes his scarf in his 
hand; he moves toward Jesus as if he is going to wipe Jesus’ face) 
 
Jesus: (motioning him not to do so) “Satan is trying me! Reproaching me for the sins 
of my followers in the ages to come. . . Have I not taught all that is necessary for them 
to remain in the light? Have I not shown them the Way? . . . Yet, I see that from them 
will flow hate, deceit, licentiousness, greed—and all manner of crimes—even wars . . .” 
 
Peter: “Master! That cannot be! ” 
 
Jesus: “Yes, I tell you, it is! All that coming from ones marked with my sign, even those 
flaunting it on their banners. . . Their sins too I must atone for.”  
 
(they say nothing) 
 
Jesus: “My Church, which I mean to be holy, as I am holy, will be defiled by unworthy 
ministers. Men seduced by sexual pleasures, or misled by teachers of heresy, leading 
the people astray. . . Worst of all, the outrages, sacrileges and indifference of men 
shown me when I am present to them in the form of bread and wine. . .” 
 
(they say nothing, but James and John take his hands in theirs) 
 
Jesus: “Have I come from my Father for nothing? Toiled these years in vain? Is this race 
beyond redemption? Should I call down rain to flood the earth once again, so that a 
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new race can begin afresh?” (at this he sinks to his knees and then falls prone as if 
exhausted) 
 
(John kneels down beside him, and after another silence, he speaks)    
 
John: “Lord—can we help you? Do you want us by your side?” 
 
Jesus: (rising to a kneeling position and shaking his head no) “The night of the ruler 
of this world has come, and I must meet him again alone in it. . . . . . Watch and pray 
that you may not undergo the test. The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.” 
 
(he staggers to his feet, turns and totteringly returns to his cave without them, there 
falling to his knees) 

 
 

INTERMISSION 
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Scene 5 (Post Intermission) 
 
 

Peter: “Our Master . . . He was all bloody . . . !” 
 
John: “I would have wiped his face, but he wouldn’t let me.”  
 
Peter: “It was even coming out his eyes. Real blood . . .” 
 
(James and John look questioningly at Peter) 
 
James: “Well, he is human, after all. Why are you so surprised that he could bleed?” 
 
Peter: (thinks) “He’s been the healer for everyone, everywhere we’ve gone. There’s 
nothing he couldn’t cure. So, why didn’t he heal himself? . . . I don’t understand.”   
 
James: “And I don’t understand what could have happened to him. He looked like 
he’d been thrashed, but I didn’t see or hear anyone go past us, headed his way.” 
 
John: “I think he did tell us—Satan paid him a visit, and showed him all the sins of 
mankind, past, present and future. He put them on, and they squeezed his lifeblood 
from every pore, like the coils of a great serpent.” 
 
James: (nodding after reflection) “You may be right, John. I confess I’ve never really 
stopped to think about how much our sins affect him.” 
 
Peter:  “Me either—maybe because he’s always so ready to forgive everyone who 
repents.” 
 
James: “Well, there’s no use in standing around feeling ashamed of ourselves. Let’s 
pray that the assault by the Evil One is over, and that he’ll recover quickly.” 
  
John: “I hate to say this, but there was more to his distress than our sins. Peter—
James—do you still not understand how the Lord is going back to his Father?” 
 
(they look at each other, obviously not comprehending, without answering) 
 
John: “He’s told us about it a number of times—he’s going to be crucified! . . . His 
departure from us and his return to his Father will be accomplished by his death on a 
cross. All to atone for our sins—the very sins Satan was showing him.” 
 
Peter: “That’s enough, John! . . . I’m not going to listen to that sort of talk!” 
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James: (reaching out to Peter to still him) “No! Let John speak.” 
 
John: “He’s told us more than once that one day he would go up to Jerusalem and be 
handed over to the chief priests and scribes, and be mocked, and scourged and 
crucified.”  
 
Peter: (ruefully) “Yes—how could I forget? When I protested that his Father would 
never allow him to be killed, the Lord really took me to task. That was the occasion 
when he called me a Satan. . . But, that prophecy still doesn’t make sense to me—for 
another reason. Only the Romans can crucify a man, and the Lord has never done 
anything rebellious. He even told the Pharisees to pay the Temple tax! ‘Render this 
coin unto Caesar,’ he said. . . You haven’t heard a rumor about the Romans being 
after him, have you, John?” 
 
John: “No, I haven’t, Peter—and I don’t know why they’d dirty their hands with his 
death. . . All I can say is that the Lord has shown us repeatedly that he sees into the 
future with more than human eyes.” 
 
Peter: (dubiously) “I still don’t buy it—but you’re the one who’s closest to him. If 
you really think that’s what’s coming, we ought to be doing whatever we can to 
prevent it.” 
 
John: (pauses again) “No, I don’t think we should.” 
 
James: “Why on earth not, John?” 
 
John: “He’s said that no one can take his life from him—that he’s going to give it up 
voluntarily, as a ransom for the sins of mankind. It seems to me that he intends to 
make of himself a living sacrifice to appease the demands of divine justice on our 
behalf. So, my guess is that it’s something that his Father has ordained—and if that’s 
the case, we must not stand in his way. . .”  
 
Peter: “That sounds like madness! How in the world could one man’s death atone for 
all the sins of our people? By now, we must have committed more sins than there are 
fish in the sea . . . !”  
 
(no one answers him, and John shrugs eloquently, hands open wide) 
 
Peter: “Maybe all his Father wants is to see that he really is willing to sacrifice 
himself. Then, at the last minute, Jesus will turn around and see a ram caught by its 
horns in a thicket—just like what happened with Abraham and Isaac. Maybe there’s 
a way this doesn’t end in his death.” 
 
John: “Nothing’s impossible with God, so we ought to keep praying, but I see no 
alternative way to make sufficient atonement for the sins of mankind. The prophets 
have told us that the Most High does not take pleasure in the blood of animals. And, 
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if you or I offered up our life in a holocaust, perhaps we could atone for our own sins, 
but no more—while if the Father’s beloved Son offers up his life, might he not atone for 
an infinite number of sins? Perhaps those of all mankind?” 
 
James: “John, my mind boggles at what you are saying, though I have heard Jesus 
himself use the word ransom.  But, in any event, you don’t think this sacrifice of his 
is imminent, do you? I mean, the authorities aren’t rash enough to try to seize him 
during the festival, are they?” 
 
John: (reluctantly) “I wish it weren’t so, brother, but it seems to me that the Lord’s 
likening of himself to the Passover lamb points to him dying tomorrow afternoon, 
when the Passover lambs are being slaughtered at the Temple for the regular 
Passover meal. . . I ask you—is he not the perfect, unblemished Lamb of God?” 
 
(all are silent for a moment) 
 
James: (slowly comprehending) “Oh! My God! . . . If they kill him, . . . next they’ll come 
looking for us and kill us too!” (raising his arms and eyes to heaven, and calling out 
vehemently) “Father in heaven, help!!! Save us!!! Have pity on us!!!”  
 
Peter: (grabbing hold of John) “Those words of his about us having to take up our 
own cross—John, tell me he didn’t mean them literally!” 
 
John: “I don’t know, Peter. . . He did prophesy they would hate us as they hated him.” 
   
Peter: (starting to move away) “Then, let’s go get the Lord. There’s no time to waste. 
He’s got to lead us all down the mountain right away!”  
 
James: “And do what next? Go where?” 
 
Peter: “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. We can hide in the desert, if we have to—in 
caves, like the Maccabees. His angels can find us a safe place!” 
 
James: “And if he refuses to come with us?” 
 
Peter: “If he won’t come, . . . I say we’d better flee without him. We’d be no good to 
anyone dead!” 
 
John: (making a stopping motion with his arms to Peter) “What?—You’re saying that 
if he doesn’t obey us, we should abandon him in his hour of need?—Take a deep breath, 
Peter! What kind of witnesses would we be to our faith in him, if we fled now? Think 
how disheartened he’d be! It’s bad enough that one of our number is betraying him. 
The rest of us need to stand solidly beside him—let him know we’re with him in his 
time of trial!” 
 
Peter: “But what if they’re after us too?” 
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John: “We’re not about to die with him! I’m sure of it! He’s devoted too much care to 
instructing us on what to do after he’s gone, for that to happen. . .”  
 
James: “John’s right, Peter. It’s our duty to stay here for now.” 
  
Peter: “What about the other disciples? Should we let them in on what we’ve been 
discussing?” 
 
James: “No. I was shaken to see him all bloody—and from what you say, John, it’s 
about to get worse. If we told the others what we saw, they might up and run away 
without thinking about what they were doing. Let’s not worry them—events will 
unfold soon enough.” 
 
Peter: “Then, at least let’s do as he asked—let’s pray and keep watch with him now.”  
 
(they kneel, and say the Our Father) 
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Scene 6 

 
 

Matthew: (seated, raising his head from his knees) “Philip, for the love of heaven, 
stop pacing around like a caged lion! You’re keeping me awake. You were the one 
who wanted to take a cat nap, weren’t you?” 
 
Philip: “Sorry. . .  I’m wide awake now.” 
 
Matthew: “Is it the cold up here?” 
 
Philip: “No, something more, and the clouds aren’t helping. I’m seeing monsters with 
snouts and teeth, forming and reforming.” 
 
Matthew: “Well sit down and tell me what’s bothering you, so we can both get some 
sleep.” 
 
Philip: “I’m thinking about what Jesus said tonight about going off. Thomas asked 
him where he was going, and what the way was to follow him. All he got out of Jesus 
was some mumbo-jumbo. Said ‘he was the way—and the truth and the life.’ Then, 
something about him going to his Father. If you understood all that, tell me where 
he’s headed next.”  
 
Andrew: (interrupting) “I think he’ll go back up north. After all, we Galileans were 
allowed to celebrate the Passover tonight instead of Friday night, so we could get in 
and out of the City early, and make way for the others coming in for the festival.”  
 
Thomas: “I doubt that—I mean him going back to the Galilee. It was clear to me that 
he was taking his leave from us, tonight.” 
  
Jude Thaddeus: “Don’t say that, Thomas! He wouldn’t leave us! He couldn’t! We’ve 
given up everything to follow him—family—friends—home—even our boats! 
Without him, there’d be nothing left for us. And he’s made us promises!” 
 
Thomas: “It looks like those are for the next world!” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “No! No! Stop talking that way! We’re going to have thrones—and 
crowns of gold—in this world! And they’ll be set with emeralds and rubies and 
pearls, just like the walls of the Temple!”  
 
Thomas: (slyly dismissive) “The walls of the Temple? They won’t be adorned for 
long. That’s what Jesus said when we left the Temple mount yesterday: ‘Not a stone 
will remain upon another stone.’ Or didn’t you hear him?” 
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Bartholomew: “He couldn’t have meant it literally! The Temple’s where the Most 
High dwells! We’d be lost without the Temple—how else could we make the 
offerings commanded in the Torah? Don’t forget, Jesus said he came to fulfill the 
Law, not to abolish it.” 
 
Thomas: “Well, maybe so, but according to that Samaritan woman he ran into at 
Jacob’s Well, he told her that soon the Father would be worshipped neither on Mt. 
Gerizim, their holy site, nor in Jerusalem.”  
 
Andrew: “What about his mission as Messiah? He can’t just walk out on that! It isn’t 
a matter of his choice—it’s a responsibility given to him by the Most High.” 
 
Philip: “That’s right. He’s not the kind of man to to run away from the Lord’s 
command like Jonah did. . . Besides, he loves us too much to leave us in the lurch. 
Our lives would be as good as over if he did that—in fact it would be better if they 
were over!” 
 
Matthew: “Come again?” 
 
Philip: “We’ve been going around proclaiming that the Kingdom is at hand—not just 
in the sky or in some way after we die—but right here in this world! And we’ve been 
called fools or worse in many places for doing it. But, we’ve stuck with Jesus and 
done it because we believed in his word. If, heaven forbid, it turns out that he’s been 
deluding himself and us about being the Messiah, we wouldn’t dare to be seen again 
by anyone who knows us. We’d be jeered at as fools wherever we went, and driven 
away.” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “He wouldn’t let us be humiliated that way!” 
 
Philip: “That’s exactly my point! He’s not going to go back to his Father until he’s 
fulfilled his mission as Messiah. Don’t you remember him saying that when he was 
lifted up, he would draw all men to himself? I think he’s going to show his power by 
raising himself off the ground in the air, maybe ten feet over the heads of the crowd, 
and drawing a sword, like he’s the angel Michael come for battle! He’ll challenge the 
Romans with a voice like thunder, and they’ll fall dead at his feet!” 
 
Thomas: (ignoring him) “How many times have we heard Jesus say that he would go 
up to Jerusalem to be killed, and that he would offer his life as a ransom for many?—
He did it at the start of this very trip, when we were in the Galilee. . .”  
 
Matthew: “Yes—I remember! Weren’t you the brave one then?—‘Let’s go to 
Jerusalem to die with him’—you did say that, didn’t you?” 
 
Thomas: “Thank you, Matthew. . . I was hoping no one would remember! I don’t 
know what got into me then. To my shame, I was bolder when I was far away, than I 
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am now. . . I’m afraid we’ll all be killed if we remain in the City much longer. I say we 
ought to get out while it’s still dark—right now—tonight! I don’t want to die!”  
 
James the Lesser: (rising to his feet and going over to Thomas, who remains seated) 
“Get ahold of yourself, Thomas! He’s the Messiah!—The Son of the Most High! Don’t 
you have any faith in him?”  
 
Thomas: “I do—but don’t you remember what happened at Caesarea Philippi, when 
he first spoke about being crucified, and Peter objected? Jesus came down on him 
hard!” 
 
James: “Well, I still don’t buy your pessimism, Thomas. I say Jesus wouldn’t have 
called attention to himself the way he did entering the City, earlier this week, if he 
foresaw any danger to himself and us!” 
 
Matthew: “Besides, no one would dare to touch him now that he’s showed such 
awesome power, by raising Lazarus from the dead.” 
  
Thomas: “A lot of good that’s done! It’s caused fear among them, all right—fear that 
he’ll go around doing more of that and bring to life some of the people they’ve 
wronged, or ancestors whose money and property they’ve inherited.” 
 
Philip: “Still, the hatred of the chief priests and Pharisees isn’t enough to get a man 
crucified. What has he done to arouse the Romans—or are you thinking that he’s 
about to incite the Zealots to open rebellion?” 
 
Thomas: “No, but his enemies can find false witnesses to accuse him of some crime 
or other; in the eyes of Rome, he’ll be expendable, if they think killing him will keep 
the peace.” 
 
Bartholomew: “Hold on a minute! Something’s just coming into focus for me—
Remember? Jesus spoke at the supper about being betrayed, and that it would be 
better for his betrayer if he had never been born. At the time, I didn’t get what or 
who he meant. I wondered if it was Peter, but it’s obvious now it wasn’t—it has to be 
Judas! He still hasn’t rejoined us.” 
 
Matthew: “The Devil take him! What has he done?” 
 
Bartholomew: “I think I’ve figured it out: he’s told them where the Lord would be 
right now! Look—from the rumors everywhere, we know the religious authorities 
hate him—they’d like to get their hands on him and do away with him. They’ve been 
aware of everything he’s said and done, because it’s been done in public. So, they 
didn’t need one of us to reveal to them something secret about his doings. What they 
didn’t know is where they could find him tonight.”  
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Matthew: “Why would that matter? He went around the City all week, and he taught 
every day in the Temple. He’s been readily available to them.” 
 
Bartholomew: “Don’t you see?—They’re afraid of the crowds who think he’s the 
Messiah! They want to seize him in the dark of night, when no one is around to see 
them doing it, and then deal with him before a riot starts. What Judas had to betray 
him with was our location, where he’d be after the Supper! I bet they’re going to 
send an armed band up here—it’s probably on the way already!” 
 
Jude Thaddeus: “Then, what are we waiting for? Come on! We might have time to  run 
down the mountain the back way before they get here!” (those who are not standing 
jump up, and start to leave) 
 
Matthew: “No! Stop!!! All of you!!! We’d be betraying the Lord too!” (they stop in their 
tracks and turn to him) “The Lord knew what Judas was about, but he still led us up 
here. He wants us to be with him, come what may! I’m staying right here on the 
mount until I see if I can help him—even if the rest of you leave!” (they all look at 
each other, and slowly start sitting down again; the light dies) 
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Scene 7 
 

 
Jesus: (kneeling and bent low, praying with drooping arms outstretched) “My God . . . 
My God . . . Have you forgotten me? I was once your beloved Son. . . . My soul is 
sorrowful even unto death. I dread the cross which awaits me. What have I done to 
deserve the death of one accursed?   
 
 “Have you no pity for my disciples? They will be scattered, sheep without a 
shepherd. . . And my poor Mother—is she no longer dear to you? A sword will pierce 
her heart. Who will comfort her? 
 
 “If it is possible for this cup of suffering to pass me by—I beg you, spare me 
as you once spared Isaac!   
 

“Oh, My God, My God, forgive me for babbling on this way—I am split 
asunder by my two natures. . . . My life is in your hands.” 
 
(Jesus falls prone) 
  
Satan: (enters, looks down at him, and sneers) “I’ve been about in the city, returning 
to bring you news that Judas Iscariot, your own purser, has betrayed you to the chief 
priests. For only the price of a slave—30 pieces of silver! You were foolish not to 
have bought his loyalty with one of the crowns I could have given you.” 
 
Jesus: (rising slowly and painfully) “His betrayal was foreknown to my Father, even 
before you put the thought of it into Judas’ mind, Satan. No evil can befall me which 
my Father does not permit to happen for good reason—at your hands or otherwise.” 
 
Satan: “More bold but empty words. Your masquerade is over, ‘Son of David’! Your 
enemies are on their way up the mountain with swords and spears. By this time 
tomorrow you’ll be food for worms! Is it any wonder why I despise your race? 
Whatever The Other was thinking when he created your kind is a mystery to me.” 
 
Jesus: “He created the human race to share in his love and to fill up the ranks of 
angels lost along with you through pride.” 
 
Satan: “An act of creative incompetence, like a potter making cracked vessels—your 
species is so deficient.”  
 
Jesus: “He deliberately made humans lower than your kind in endowments, so that 
when they achieved eternal bliss by accepting his grace, you fallen angels would be 
eternally humbled and chagrined.” 
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Satan: “Ha! Do I look humbled and chagrined? Besides, your kind doesn’t care enough 
to accept his grace—nor will they so long as I’m roaming the world. . . I see now that 
you have no power over me! Rather, it is I who have power over you!” 
 
Jesus: “Your boasting will be at an end, Satan, sooner than you think.”  
 
Satan: “And all of you will be at an end—tomorrow! The Sanhedrin is ready to rule 
that you’re a blasphemer. You pretended that you were the equal of the god they 
purport to worship—by claiming that you were in existence before Father 
Abraham—and even that you and your so-called Father in heaven are one! You’re 
the most audacious sack of offal ever!” 
 
Jesus says nothing. Satan hisses. 
 
Satan: “You know the penalty prescribed in the Torah for blasphemers, don’t you? 
Stoning! . . . Now, done properly—using small rocks and not aiming at the vital 
spots—it could be a suitably prolonged and painful ordeal for you. But there’s 
always the chance that a good-size rock would strike your head, knocking you 
senseless. That would be too easy an end for you—from my standpoint and yours. 
And, your plan demands that you suffer, doesn’t it?” 
 
Jesus: (slowly) “In order that the demands of divine justice may be satisfied, I must.” 
 
Satan: “Well, then, you ought to thank me for visiting the High Priest, Caiaphas, just 
now. I persuaded him that crucifixion would be a more suitable end for you—a 
hundred times worse than stoning! He was overjoyed, because hanging you on a tree 
will be a sign to the rabble that you are cursed by God—and no one will be the follower 
of a man accursed. . . . Not to mention that it will enable the Sanhedrin to put the 
onus for your death on the Romans—I told Caiaphus I’d help with those 
arrangements. A great triumph for me!” (Satan laughs horribly and flaps his wings 
excitedly) 
 
Jesus: “That triumph will prove to be your undoing, Satan.” 
 
Satan: “I’ll take that chance! . . . Now, you were a carpenter—that‘s not hard or 
dangerous work, like a slave’s. Your back isn’t used to whipping. So, your first real 
experience with pain will come after they’ve hauled you in chains in front of Pontius 
Pilate—a bloodthirsty ruler after my own heart! You’ll be stripped naked, exposed 
to public ridicule, and scourged. Not merely with oxhide whips to bruise and soften 
up every inch of your body, but with the flagrum—the fearsome short whip! The 
little bits of bone and lead attached to the thongs will dig into your flesh on the 
down stroke, and then rip it up each time the flagrum is pulled back. The soldiers 
could easily kill you that way, and you’ll beg them to, but they’ll be ordered to keep 
you alive.”  
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Jesus: “I expect you to do your worst..” 
 
Satan: “I will indeed, since you have crossed me. You can’t imagine the pain of it all 
until it actually happens to you. And the mob that cheered you a few days ago, now 
seeing you powerless, will feel themselves deceived and turn against you with a 
vengeance. You’ll search for pity on the faces of those you’ve healed, and find none! 
They’ll demand your death, until Pilate gives in—unless . . .” 
 
Jesus: “Unless what?” 
 
Satan: “Unless I have them call for Pilate to release you, in accordance with his 
custom at this festival. If I do that, my man Barabas dies, while you go free.” 
(changes his tone to a pleasant one) “What do you have to say to that? Assuming, of 
course, that you agree to put your talents at my disposal. . . There’s really no reason 
why you should die by crucifixion for such a fickle and hard hearted lot.”  
 
Jesus: “Yes, there is—and I choose to do so.” 
 
Satan: “Still not persuaded? I’ll continue. You’ll stagger like a drunken man under 
the weight of your cross, falling, and being prodded with iron points each time, until 
you manage to rise and lurch a few more steps on your way outside the City gate. . . 
Now, hear this: this is my masterstroke! I’ve had them bore the holes in the wood of the 
cross too far apart for the nails! (he flaps his wings and roars triumphantly)  
 

“So, your whole body will be racked! Once your right hand has been nailed fast, 
they’ll have to tie a rope around you to pull until that arm is wrenched out of its socket 
so that they can nail your left hand properly. And then they’ll have to stretch your body 
down to make your feet meet the hole in the upright bar. It will be the most dreadful 
impalement ever! Truly a work of art—you’ll be like a butterfly pinned to a board, only 
you’ll still be alive!”  
 
Jesus: “When I am lifted high, I will draw all men to myself.” 
 
Satan: (growls and turns nasty again) “Your delusions are tiresome. But, I have one 
final proposal for you. There’ll be no rescue.” (he brings out a black, chalice-like cup 
from his cloak) “This cup contains a deadly poison. Drink it now, and spare yourself 
a long drawn-out agony at the hands of your enemies.” 
 
Jesus: “Would that too not please you, Satan? Why are you offering me this cup?” 
 
Satan: “There will be time enough for me to enjoy your screams in my kingdom. For 
now, it would please me to have you cheat the Temple priests of the spectacle they 
envisage tomorrow. While I must needs cooperate with them on many matters, I am 
angry that they still pay lip service to The Other, despite all the assistance I’ve given 
them to secure their positions. Choose to die now, and we both win by confounding 
them! . . . Will you drink it, then?” 
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Jesus: “Oh, no! I can see through you, Satan! A fine example that would set for my 
disciples! I’d be giving evidence that I no longer hoped or trusted in my Father. Their 
own  faith would be shattered and they would despair! That would be snatching 
defeat from the jaws of victory.” 
 
Satan: “Why concern yourself about those traitors, who sold you like a slave? 
Besides, they’re sure to despair anyway, seeing you powerless and put to death. 
They’ll see that, for all your preaching about building houses on rock, you built your 
own house on sand. The flood coming tomorrow will wash you and it away, and 
with that, their dreams.” 
 
Jesus: “I saw you lurking about when I said to the Pharisees, ‘destroy this temple and 
in three days I will rebuild it.’ They did not understand me—nor did you. But they 
will see my words proved true, as will you. . . . Now, enough of your tricks, Satan! 
Begone!” 
 
Satan: (not budging) “Your words no longer have power to move me. . . . Perhaps 
you’ll beg me for the poison when I describe what the final result of your stubbornness 
will be—the effects of your ordeal on your mother.” 
 
Jesus: (audibly sucking in his breath and raising his voice) “Leave her out of this! You 
cannot touch her, you snake! She is sinless!” 
 
Satan: “Impossible! Adam’s blood flows in her veins.” 
 
Jesus: “I tell you, sin has never found a place in her. She has been full of grace from her 
very conception!” 
 
Satan: “We’ll see about that at the end of her life, won’t we? . . . But, she deserves 
better from you right now. She’s a widow with no other child. You’ll die, leaving her 
with no money and no family to care for her. Not a very considerate son! That would 
be bad enough, but can you imagine what torture it will be for her tomorrow to see 
gashes cut into your fair skin? To hear you groan as you carry your cross?. . . And all 
the while on your way out to Calvary, she’ll be hearing the jeers of the crowd lining 
the streets—jeers addressed not only to you, but to the one who bore you, for not 
having raised you properly. What bitter memories you’ll be leaving her of your 
disgrace and hers.”    
 
Jesus sinks down.  
 
Satan: (bending over to mock him) “Still unyielding? I see I was wrong in supposing 
you had an ounce of filial love for the woman who bore and nursed you. No doubt it’s 
because of your overweening pride—after all, she’s only a peasant woman, while 
you’re the exalted Son of Man, the Lord of the Sabbath. . . .” 
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Jesus: (slowly raising himself to his feet and pointing at Satan) “You loathsome 
reptile! One day you will look up to heaven from prison, in chains, and see her with a 
crown of stars around her head!”    
 
Satan: (with great sarcasm)“Why, of course, if you say so—and I suppose next you’ll 
tell me that I’ll see you there too, at the right hand of The Other. . .” (forcefully) 
“Well, enough of your hallucinations—I’ll finish describing to you what will happen 
tomorrow. . . If your mother dares to accompany you to the place of the skull, she’ll 
hear your cries as the three nails pierce your flesh. And then she’ll watch you for 
hours while you’re on the cross, laboring to breathe, baking in the sun, parched with 
thirst, and wracked all over with muscle cramps. Finally, just before sundown, 
they’ll come with an iron bar and shatter your legs. Your piercing screams at that 
moment will linger in her memory the rest of her life. . . If you have any love for her, 
will you not spare her that?” (holding out the chalice again) 

 
Jesus: (he looks up to heaven first, then he pauses, then turns his gaze on Satan, and 
speaks slowly and decisively) “God the Father will be her stronghold and refuge. She 
has always done his will. As have I—and as you will be forced to do too, Satan, at the 
end of this age. Now, I tell you again—Begone!” 
 
Satan: “I’ll be at the place of the skull tomorrow, encouraging my minions to mock  
you. You’ll hear them jeer, ‘He saved others, but he cannot save himself!’ And you’ll 
see me there among them, until the ravens peck your eyes out! You’ll die in despair, 
asking why your god has abandoned you!” 
 
Jesus: “You will learn how wrong you are when we meet in your kingdom.”  
 
Satan: “There’ll be no meeting—just a pit for you, filled with boiling excrement!” (he 
flaps his wings, laughs horribly, and departs.) 
 
(left alone, Jesus kneels to pray; an angel in a white robe appears silently from 
behind the cave, with a shining gold chalice in his hands. He goes to Jesus and 
wordlessly offers it.) 
 
Jesus: (Jesus hesitates before accepting the chalice and raises his eyes to heaven) 
“Let it be done to me even as you will.”  
 
(he drinks it to the last drop, and hands it back to the angel, who retreats behind the 
cave. Jesus then haltingly walks around to where his three chief disciples are 
sleeping stretched out; the noise of men and horses comes faintly from the distance) 
 
Jesus: “What? Asleep again? Oh, . . . why could you not have waited up for me? I would 
have held you close to me one last time . . .” (sounds grow louder)  
 
Jesus: (he bends over and shakes Peter, while he calls out their names; they rise, 
sleepily) “Peter! James! John! Arise! My betrayer is at hand.”  
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(sounds grow louder, including a voice which says, “The one whom I will greet with 
a kiss—he’s the one you want.”) 
 
Jesus: (as he starts to go toward the sounds, his disciples call out to him, “Lord!, 
Lord!” but he puts his right hand out to quiet them, and as he moves away from 
them, he calls to them) “Watch for the sign I promised—the Sign of Jonah. It will not 
be long in coming. When you see it, rejoice, and know that I am making all things 
new!”   

 
 

THE END 
 

 
 
 


